HO              MARRIAGE   IN   HEAVEN

a lesser degree between her and her husband.
She did not understand how or why, but there
it was. He had been worried that she should
think it was through his superstition about the
snowdrops, and now he tried to hide that side of
his nature from her.

" Oh, I'm silly, Fm idiotic," she told herself, and
kept trying to tear down that wall of reserve, and
couldn't.

The following spring, two years after her
marriage, she met Peter.

She had been so sure of herself, so certain with
the knowledge of youth which cannot believe that
there is anything that it does not know. She had
never thought for a single moment that there
would ever be anybody else save Charles. She
loved him, she told herself, she loved him de-
votedly, and anyone who loves that way cannot
think of another man.

Then she went to the picnic given by the
Flowers, a supper picnic on the river. Four punt-
loads of them, and the sun going down behind
the willows, and the lilies flying amongst their
flat leaves on the surface of the water.

A gramophone played "Oh, Lovely Night."
She did not think that she would ever forget it.

She saw Peter when they started. Young. Prob-
ably only a couple of years her senior, and back on
leave from India. He was very tall, and very dark,
and she knew that suddenly she was aware of a
liking for jet black hair of that particular kind.
Dark eyes with a twinkle in them, a super-sensi-
tive mouth. Yes, I like him, she told herself.

Today Charles was not with her.   He' had not